A  LITTLE  GIRL  LOST

YR EIFL, NORTH WALES,                          IRON AGE

FOR RONALD AND DENNY

1 HE Town lay all along the top of the hill, with a
very thick wall of stones and a ditch right round it,
except in one place where you looked straight down
over a low cliff on to a long and steep slope of stones:
that was safe too. The round huts were thatched with
heather and there were holes at the top for the smoke
to come out; almost always there was smoke drifting
about the Town from nearly two hundred hearth
fires. In damp weather it hung in the mist, and then
for days afterwards the soaked ground and the heather
would smell of it. The huts were just the right size.
When everyone was in and the thick wolf-hide cur-
tain pegged down over the doorway and bits of juicy
meat toasting in the fire, it got warmer and warmer,
You would all be touching, or nearly touching, and
the hot fat dripped out of your fingers on to your knees,
and the dry rushes rustled and tickled, and the smell
of the sheep just outside drifted in through the chinks
round the doorway, And it was safe, safe, no enemies,
no ghosts, no Gods - or only kind ones,
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